YERMA
and spit on me. Do what you want with me, since I'm your wife,
but take care not to set a man's name in my breast.
JUAN: I'm not the one who sets it there. You do it by your conduct,
and the town's beginning to say so. It's beginning to say it openly.
When I come on a group, they all fall silent; when I go to weigh
the flour, they all fall silent, and even at night, in the fields, when
I awaken, it seems to me that the branches of the trees become
silent too.
YBRMA: I don't know why the evil winds that soil the wheat begin
-but look you and see if the wheat is good!
JUAN: Nor do I know what a woman is looking for outside her
house at all hours.
YERMA [bursting out, embracing her husband]: I'm looking for you. I'm
looking for you. It's you I look for day and night without finding
a shade where to draw breath. It's your blood and help I want.
JUAN: Stay away from me.
YERMA: Don't put me away - love me!
JUAN: Get away!
YERMA: Look how I'm left alone! As if the moon searched for her-
self in the sky. Look at me!
[She looks at him.]
JUAN [he looks at her and draws away roughly]: Let me be - once and
for all!
DOLORES: Juan!
[YERMA falls to the floor.]
YBRMA [fowJ/y]: When I went out looking for my flowers, I ran
into a wall. Ay-y-y! Ay-y-y! It's against that wall I'll break my
head.
JUAN: Be quiet. Let's go.
DOLORES: Good God!
YBRMA [shouting]: Cursed be my father who left me his blood of a
father of a hundred sons. Cursed be my blood that searches for
them, knocking against walls.
JUAN: I told you to be quiet!
DOLORES: People are coming! Speak lower.
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